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that was why he confiscated the censored letters. I was utterly
disgusted,
"The difference between the Third Republic and Vichy is this/
I said. "In the Republic you paid a little and got what you paid for.
Under Vichy you pay a lot and they put you in jail for it."
I'm sure there are thousands of people who would call this a true
definition.
After Christmas we went to the lawyer and asked him what could
we do. He said nothing, because Nona might get thrown into
prison for corruption. So there was nothing to do about it. All he
could say was that it was preposterous that with my money in his
pocket he refused the liberte pron'soire, the granting of which was
completely at his discretion.
"I shall find a way some day to make it public,'* I said. Well, I
have found it.
Now six weeks of utter deception followed. The crescendo died
away and soon the orchestra couldn't be heard. Failure rushed at
me from every corner. I went to see the Englishman who was
Nona's friend's friend. "Have you learned to close your trap ?" were
his first words. "No." The French friend of Nona's friend said to
me that I was probably suspected of being a spy, so I should forgive
him for not wishing to be seen with me. I forgave him. Before me
there remained the aim, that hadn't varied and never could, of
getting to England. I thought out all sorts of schemes: they were all
nipped in the bud. My first idea was inspired by a circular Nona got
during the period I was in prison. It was from the American
Consulate saying that alien husbands and wives of American citizens
could obtain the American visa without difficulty. With that visa
you could get to Lisbon. From Lisbon it would be easy to get to
England. Without it you could enter neither Spain nor Portugal.
Nona was game and we went to the American Consulate and there
they said they wanted documentary evidence that we were married.
We said there wasn't any because we got married in Paris and had
left the marriage certificate behind. The Consulate most obligingly
offered to get it from Paris. That being more than I wanted I gave
up that line as a bad attempt.
It reached my ears that there was a local branch of some American
organization in Marseilles which was able to get American visas for
people who had reasons to get away from the Continent. I went to
that organizaion. The whole place smelt of a third-rate Viennese
cafe. I saw the man in charge. He said they obtained visas only
for anti-Fascists. Since I was only pro-English they could do